log         ONE-ACT   PLAYS   OF   TO-BAY
WEBUNG, I'm going to be married. Would you have me
married In a smock ? To be simple, child, is not to be
etude.
FELICITY. I'm . . . Fm crude.
WEBLING. You 1 You arc clean. You are pure. If you have
a particle of rusticity, it becomes you. Egad, a thought 1 aad
mark how I grow countrified already. yTJs a thrifty thought
WcH have the tailor bring a dressmaker for you.
FELICITY.  No 1     No 1
WEBLING. Nay, but you shall not thwart my thrift. Do you
not see, child, how we avoid expense ? They come togethei
in the same carriage and one posting bill will pay for two,
Pen, paper 1 I must see about It instantly.
[He sits to write.   FELICITY stands with doubt frightening her,
WEBLING has hardly begun writing when ISAAC enters}
fallowed by SERVANT, who stays by door.
ISAAC [excitedly}. Lord Francis I   Lord Francis!   There is r
fellow just alighted at the door, ridden to you from London,
a Court messenger.
WEBLING [bored]. Really,
FELICITY [fearfully]. Oh 1   The Court 1
WEBLING [rising I withstood Repington, Felicity, I can with-
stand a messenger,
SERVANT [to ISAAC]. Shall he come in, sk ?
WEBLING, A messenger from the Court in here ?   I think
not, sirrah I
SERVANT. He bears a letter to your lordship.
WEBLING, Truly ? But from the Court. One needs a long
spoon when one sups with the devil [Very elaborately is takes
a pewter salver and sprinkles scent on it.} You allow me, Mr
Hammond ? By this means, we may hope to escape infection,
Felicity. [Gives salver to SERVANT.] Bid him place the letter
on that. Then bring it to me.
SERVANT. Yes, my lord.                                  [Ex?/ SERVANT.
ISAAC. But is this respectful to a messenger of the Court ?
WEBLING. You underrate my subtlety.   Do you not perceive
that if the King sends insults ia the letters I have not rushed
to swallow 'era ?